
THE 



Lion king 



M Hr _ 



South Africa R7.95. 
Malta EML15 







* 

% 

*- 

* 

< 

* 

♦ 

* 

t 

V 
M 

* 

i 

4 

t 

V 
M 

* 

4 



Qj^ndyjyy^, 



Hi there! 

My reporters in Zimbabwe have spotted a male lion 
without a mane! Weird! Earlier this century maneless 
lions terrorized humans in Kenya, but none have been 
seen recently. Lions use their manes to 
look fierce and to impress 
females. Lions without 
manes must be at a big 
disadvantage! Here's a joke 
that made the Grapevine team 
‘roar’ w ith laughter. “What are 
the best steps to take if you see 
a maneless lion? Very long ones!” 



NEW SPECIES? 

Explorers in Africa 
came across some 
two-coloured elephants and took 
this photo to prove it! It was just about to 
be published when Rhino thundered in 
shouting, "STOP PRESS!" 

"This is not a new species of elephant!" he 
said. "These elephants are just spurting 
water over their backs to cool themselves 
down! How silly you explorers are!" 
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HELr m HAIMU 

Hippo is pleased that The World 
Wide Fund for Nature is running a 
Vanishing Species campaign to help 
save creatures such as turtles. Female 
turtles lay their eggs in the sand on 
quiet tropical beaches. The eggs hatch together, 
then the hatchlings all race towards the sea. Turtles 
are in danger because humans steal their eggs and 
build houses along beaches where they nest. Good 
news - in order to protect one of their nesting 
grounds, WWF has bought a beach in Greece, and 
made it into a conservation area. 




SIMBA'S WORLD 
Hornbills 



Sending messages 



PRESS 
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WHALE DONE! 

At the animal Olympics the blue 
whale won the staggering award 
of Largest Animal Living on Earth 
Blue whales are as long as three 
railway carriages (up to 30m) and weigh as 
much as 30 elephants or 1600 people! 
Cheetah asked the judge where they weigh 
whales. "At whaleweigh stations, of course!" 
he laughed! Get it? 



Mangrove swamps 






Shenzi 



• What is 
-S’ Draculas 
favourite 
breakfast cereal? 



fiRFlW RPMEMfcERS 

The flying lion 
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a.ge 1014 



FREE IN PART 26 



Stickers of two giants - the 
enormous asian elephant and 
a deep-diving sperm whale! 
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Asimah Hanif, age 10 



There are 5 monkeys 
fooling around in tl 
magazine! Can you 
find them? 



Paddling \\ 




Pumbaa '3 
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SIMBA’S 



Most birds do not moult until after they have 

RAISED THEIR YOUNG BUT MANY FEMALE HORNBILLS DO 
BOTH AT THE SAME TIME, IMPRISONING THEMSELVES IN A 
TREE HOLE FOR UP TO TWO MONTHS. 



Hornbills 



<AIRY CROWN 
The black-and-white 
casqued hornbill lives 
in the rainforests of 
western and central 
Africa. It is a big 
hornbill with a black 
and white crown, 
called a casque, on 
its beak. The casque 
is filled with air 
chambers so it is 
quite light. It helps 
to make its calls 
sound louder. 



GROUND HORNBILLS 



Two of the largest hornbills in Africa 
are ground hornbills. They nest and 
roost in holes in trees or banks but 
they spend most of the day patrolling 
through the grasslands on foot. They 
only fly when they are disturbed, when 
they need to cross from one feeding 
area to another or to reach their 
nesting site. 

Ground hornbills are carnivorous. 
They use their huge beaks to dig out 
animals from the ground and to spear 
and kill creatures such as snakes, hares, 
tortoises and squirrels. 



Hornbills are birds with 
large, curved beaks which live 
mainly in wooded savannahs 
and forests. Many of them 
have horny pieces jutting out 
on top of their beak and 
colourful, bare patches of skin 
round the eyes and along the 
throat. They use their long 
beaks as a tool for reaching 
their food, which consists 
mainly of fruits and insects. 



<FOOD PARCEL 
This male southern 
ground hornbill is 
gathering up beakfuls 
of dried grasses to 
bring to his female so 
that she can make her 
nest. Sometimes he 
parcels up a piece of 
food for her inside the 
bundle of grasses. 



ATHROAT MESSAGES 
Male abyssinian ground 
hornbills puff out their 
bright red throat sacs 
to make their booming 
calls. They also use 
their throat pouches to 
impress the females. 






They also clack their beaks 
together in display and call 
with a series of loud, noisy 
sounds. Some are as small as 
magpies while others are as 
big as turkeys. They fly with 
slow wingbeats with their 
feet and neck stretched out. 
The males' bodies are a little 
bigger than the females but 
their beaks can be up to 
20 per cent larger. 



CIRCLE OF LIFE 

Sometimes yellow-billed 
hornbills and dwarf 
mongooses feed side by 
side, even though the 
hornbills could easily 
spear and kill the baby 
mongooses. The 
hornbills prefer to let 
the small mammals 
forage and then pounce 
on any insects or 
reptiles they leave 
behind. If the taller 
birds spot a mongoose 
predator, such as a 
hawk, they will let out a 
loud 'wok-wok-wok' 
alarm call, even though 
the hawk does not harm 
hornbills. This excellent 
alarm system means 
that the mongooses do 
not have to spend as 
much time scanning the 
sky for predators while 
they are feeding. 



















► SHY CHICKS 
The chicks are about six 
weeks old when they 
come out of the nest. 
They fly to a nearby 
bush or tree and stay 
hidden there for a few 
days. Then they set off 
into the grasslands with 
their parents. 



When it's time to lay her eggs, the female 
red-billed hornbill behaves like most other 
hornbill females: she seals herself into a 
tree hole and stays put until her chicks are 
half grown. 

First the female chooses a hole which is 
several metres above the ground. She plugs 
it from the outside with beakfuls of mud. 
Then she hops in and finishes sealing it 
from the inside until there is only a small 
slit left. The male passes her leaves, bark, 
dried grass and snail shells to line the nest. 

Several days later the female begins to 
lay her eggs. She produces two to seven 
over a number of days. When the chicks 
hatch they are naked and blind. Their legs 
develop very quickly and soon they can sit 
up to reach the food the male delivers 
through the slit. The mother breaks out of 
the hole when the oldest chick is about 
three weeks old. 



<MEAL SERVICE 
Once the female 
imprisons herself in 
the tree hole, it is 
the male's job to 
make sure she gets 
food. He passes her 
insects and fruits 
through the slit. 



<MUD OFFERING 
The male sometimes helps 
his mate seal up the nest by 
bringing her a lump of mud. 




WOW! 

Hornbill parents are very careful 
when it comes to nesting. Not 
only do they seal up the entrance 
of their hole, to keep out as many 
predators as possible, nearly three- 
quarters of their nests have a 
secret passage above the chamber. 
The chicks can hide here if a nosy 
snake slithers through the slit to 
investigate the hole. 



EARLY CALLS 

Each pair of southern yellow-billed 
hornbills has its own territory. The 
male and female put on noisy displays, 
first thing in the morning, to remind 
their neighbours where their territory 
is. Standing on a perch, the birds 
bow their heads, fan their wings 
over their back and rock 
backwards and forwards as 
they call. 




A BEAK WRESTLING 
Noisy displays are 
usually enough to keep 
away unwelcome 
neighbours but if this 
does not work, two 
male hornbills may solve 
the dispute by wrestling 
with their beaks. 




SIMM sflys 



Zazu is far too old to 
be throwing sticks up 
into the air, but I’ve 
often watched junior 
hornbills having a wild 
time, tossing up sticks, 
catching them and 
smashing them into tiny 
pieces. I suppose it's 
good practice for 
catching snakes. 






Pumbaa and Simba decided 
to go, leaving Timon with 
Kataka and her family. The 
two meerkats did 
everything together, sharing 
watch duty and hunting. But 
although being part of a meerkat 
group had its advantages, in that all 
the meerkats shared 
the work. Timon never 
felt at home. He was 
also restless. Sentry 
duty was all very well, 
but standing still for 
hours was not Timon's 
idea of fun. And he 
missed his friends. 

"Kataka," he tried to 
explain. “This isn’t my 
family. I am used to a 
life with my two 
friends and I don’t feel part of your 
group. Can’t you and I go off 
together and have a life of our own?” 



Falling 
in Love. 
Part 2 



"The group is what I’ve always 
known and it suits me. We share all 
the tasks and it works well. I really 
don't want to leave," Kataka replied. 

This argument went on and on 
until one day something happened. 

It was Timon and Kataka’s turn 
for look-out duty. They kept watch 
while the others 
hunted. Timon closed 
his eyes, just for a 
second... or so he 
thought. 

“Timon! Timon! 
Help!" With the 
sound of Kataka’s 
urgent cries, Timon 
opened his eyes and 
looked round. 

He saw a snake 
dangerously close to 
her. “Sss-well. sss-well, sss-well,” 
hissed the snake. “What do we have 
here, then? A tasty sssnack, by the 
looksss of things.” 

“I’ve got to get help!” Timon 
whispered to himself. He knew that 
he could not tackle the snake alone. 
He ran as fast as he could to alert 
the other meerkats. "SNAKE! 
SNAKE!” he cried. 

The meerkats huddled 
together round Timon, 
planning Kataka’s rescue. “We 
must surround the snake," said 
one of the meerkats. 

“If we’re quick enough, and 
jump at the same time, we can 
pull it away from Kataka," added 
another. 

“Quickly!” pleaded Timon. 

The meerkats raced towards 
Kataka. 

“It’s swallowed her!” cried 
Timon. Kataka’s tail and back 
legs were poking out of the 
snake’s mouth. "NO! NO! NO!” 



.-<rT * 



1 



m 




Before he had time to think, the 
other meerkats had grabbed the 
snake in their surprise attack. They 
stretched it out as far as they could. 
While the meerkats held the snake 
off the ground, Tooka, the oldest 
meerkat, made his way along the 
snake, gently squeezing it. The snake 
was now quite helpless. 

“It feels yucky,” Timon 
commented, as he held on to the 
snake. The others nodded in 
agreement. 

All of a sudden. Kataka shot out of 
the snake’s mouth, as if from a 
catapult. The meerkats carefully tied 
the snake into a knot, and left it 
writhing in the dirt. 

"Ugggh!" cried Kataka, as she 
landed. 

“Look at you!" smiled Timon with 
relief. Kataka was dishevelled with 
every hair out of place. “Are you OK?” 

Kataka nodded her head shakily. 
“Thank you everyone, thank you for 



saving my life.” She went round to 
each meerkat and shook their paws 
gratefully. “Again, you were all there 
when I needed you. I hope I can be 
there, too, whenever you need me.” 

Timon watched, thinking back to 
a time when a certain warthog 
needed a friend. And then when a 
lion cub needed them both. Looking 
over at Kataka, he realized at last 
that she was never going to leave her 
family of meerkats - she was too 
much a part of it. If he wanted to 
stay with her, he had to become part 
of it too - and that he could not do. 

As Timon and Kataka ate their 
dinner together, they were both 
quiet. At one point Timon began, 
"Kataka...” But when she answered, 
he could not continue. 

The meal was eaten in 
silence, as all the meerkats 
kept a watchful eye out 
for dangerous 
predators. 
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Timon waited for everyone to go to 
sleep, then he crept over to Kataka 
and gently kissed her as she slept. 
“Bye, bye,” he whispered. Then he 
slipped away into the 
night. He had to find 
Pumbaa and Simba. 

Timon tiptoed 
away from the 
meerkats and made 
his way to the plains. 

He fell asleep to be 
awoken by the first 
rays of sunlight gently 
tickling his eyelids. 

As the sun started 
to get stronger and 
the earth warmed 
up, he began his 
journey home. 



It was not long before he met an 
elephant. “Hello,.” he greeted her. 
"Have you seen a lion and a warthog 
travelling together?" 



“Yes, a few days ago now,” 
boomed the elephant helpfully. "They 
weren’t exactly happy chappies." 

Lifting her trunk, she 
pointed Timon in the 
right direction. 

His hopes rose, 
for he was sure 
he’d find his friends 
again soon. After a 
while, he stopped for a 
rest. He sat down, 
then jumped straight 
back up again, yelling 
“Ouch!" Rubbing his 
bottom, he looked at 
what he had sat on. It 
was a small stone, 
shaped like a heart. 
Picking it up, he thought, “When I 
find Simba and Pumbaa, I’ll return to 
Kataka and say goodbye properly. 

And I’ll give her this little stone to 
remind her of me.” 

He continued on his way. ‘ 



Oh my 

aching feet,” he moaned as he kicked 
along the sand. 

At that moment, a zebra came by. 

"I heard that," said the zebra. “My 
name is Zak. Where are you going?" 

Timon told him he was looking for 
his friends. 

“Don’t be shy, now,” replied Zak. 

“It’s hot, you’re tired, and we’re 
both going the same way. 
Hop on." 

Timon jumped up on 
to the zebra’s back. 
"What a relief! I 
thought my feet were 
about to wear out.” He 
inspected the damage. 

Zak covered a great deal of ground 
in just a day, much more than Timon 
could have managed. Suddenly, the 
zebra stopped in his tracks, shaking 
with fear. 



"What’s the matter?" cried Timon. 

“We’re goners, look!" the zebra 
whispered. A lion lurked 
menancingly in the distance. 

“I’m going to make a run for it!” 
cried Zak. "It wants me! Jump!” 

“No! It’s Simba!” cried Timon, as 
he recognized the familiar outline of 
a fat warthog lurking behind the lion! 

“Timon!” roared Simba. “Hey, are 
you OK?” 

Zak looked at Simba. “You’re 
friends with a lion?” gasped the 
zebra. “The guys back home are 
never going to believe me.” 

“It’s good to see you," sighed 
Timon. “I’m back to stay, but I have 
to go and see Kataka again and say 
goodbye properly." 

“I’m glad you’re back, but are you 
sure it’s what you want?” asked Simba. 

Timon nodded, “The sooner we 
get this show on the road, the 
sooner I can get back to my bugs." 

The three friends set off to find 
Kataka again. Timon filled them in 
on his days spent with the meerkats 
as they travelled along. Time passed 
quickly as he chatted and they soon 
arrived at their destination. 

"There’s Kataka. Come on you 
two. let’s say ‘Hello’!" cried Timon. 

“You go first," said Simba, “we’ll 
wait here.” 

Timon walked over to Kataka. 

"Timon, you’re back." The little 
meerkat turned towards him. 

"I’m sorry I left without an 
explanation. I have had the time 
of my life with you,” Timon began. 

“Me too," she interrupted. 

"But I’ve got two friends whom 
I’ve, neglected and they need me 
more than you do. You’ve got 
the group and I can never be 
part of it. Your friends will ^ 
always look after you. 



I belong with my friends.” 

Kataka looked sad. “I think 
understand,” she said. Timon gave 
her a big hug. "I’ve got 
something for you." he said and 
held out the heart-shaped stone 
to her. “This is for you.” 

Kataka took the stone from 
Timon. "Thank you," she said. 

“I’ll keep it as a memento. 

Whenever I look at it, it will 
remind me of you." 

“If you ever need help," 
said Timon. “you know 
where to find us!" 

After one last hug, 

Timon climbed on to 
Simba’s back and they 
headed back to their home. 

As the shadows lengthened, 
the only voice to be heard belonged 
to a meerkat riding on a lion’s back. 
“Well now, it looks like it’s that 
time of day again! Who’s 
for dinner?!” 



Next week: 
Learning to live 
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low add a line for each leg. Look 
fully to see where the legs bend, 
le nearest front one looks like it 
belongs to a dog w ith a sore foot and the 
back ones look as though they belong to 
a cat! Then add a ball for each paw. 



draw the head in more 
til. First,.join a muzzle on 
the head. Use lines A and B 
To help you position the nose, 
eyes and eye sockets. Add the 
ears - they’re shaped a bit like 
a bat’s - and then draw the line 
dow n the back of each leg and 
under her chest. 




y/ her mouth and lip line. 

(Then pop in her toes and spots, 

tire little line from her ear to her 
front leg and the line that runs 
round each leg. 



Get Making 



finish your draw ing, carefully 
'aw in the outline dow n her back, 
add the furry mane and tail. 
Finally; draw in the teeth (they look 
pretty nasty), her nostrils and the 
snarly w rinkles oyer her muzzle. Then 
rub out any lines you don’t want. 
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Sending messages 

Smoke signals, computers, secret spy 
codes and invisible writing - there 
are all kinds of exciting ways to 
send messages. Try some for yourself. 







lood vibrations 

You speak by making air 
vibrate. When you speak into the 
cup you make the air inside 
vibrate. This makes your cup, 
then the string, your friends 
cup, the air in their cup, then 
the air in their ear and their 
eardrum vibrate too! 



have a chat on the phone 
with your friend, ask them to walk 
away from you until the thread is 
taut. Now ask your friend to put 
an ear to their cup. Speak 
quietly into your cup. What 
do they hear? Take a turn at 
listening yourself, then let 
the string go slack. What 
can you hear now? 



Make your phone work 
round corners. Ask an adult 
to knock two nails into a 
block of wood. Stretch a 
rubber band between them. 
Fix the block at the corner 
and rest the string on top. 



Morse code 

.Make jour very qwp 











battery 



'e a hole 
rough both halves 
with a pin and push 
paper fasteners through the 
holes so the heads line up. 



"Cut three 15cm lengths 
of bell wire and strip the 
ends. Attach a length to 
each side of the tapper by 
wrapping the wire round 
the paper fasteners. To 
complete the circuit, follow 
the circuit diagram. 
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Sending a message 

Samuel Morse invented his code in the 1830s 
for sending telegraphic messages. An 
international version is still in use today. 
Letters of the alphabet, numbers and 
punctuation marks are coded using a series 
of dots and dashes. For example, the letter A 
is written as • h and the letter B as ™ • • • 

To send a message, first write it as 
dots and dashes, leaving a gap 



To make a dot, press the tapper once quickly 
so the light blinks on and then off. To make 
a dash, press the tapper and hold it down 
longer so the light flashes. 

Your friend should have a pen and pad ready 
to receive the message. Witch the light and 
note down blinks (dots) and flashes (dashes). 
To read a message, change the dots and 
dashes back into letters using the chart. 




Invisible ink 

To send a really secret message 
it has to be invisible and for 
that you need invisible ink. 



^^Add a little water to 
the juice of half a lemon 
to make it go further. 



4 C 
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rbon copy 

Lemon .juice contains carbon 
compounds, which, when 
dissolved in thejuice, are 
colourless. Ileal causes these 
compounds to break down and 
the carbon - which is black - 
appears on the paper. 




Computer picture 

Finally, here’s a message to you. This time 
it’s a picture. To get the picture, follow the 



VorWS 

little piece of picture 

The picture on a television or 
computer screen is divided into 
lots of little parts called pixels. 
These are a bit like the squares 
in your picture. Electronic 
messages tell the pixels w hat to 
do. When the pixels change, the 
picture changes -.just like your 
picture changed when you 
followed the instruction. 





MANGROVE 

SWAMPS 



Imagine a jungle of trees with legs, where fish can walk, 

AND THE GROUND IS STICKY BLACK MUD WHICH STINKS OF ROTTEN 

eggs. Every day the sea floods in, and then washes out 
again. That’s life in a mangrove swamp. 
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The rare sarus crane 
breeds in mangrove 
swamps in the 
Mekong Delta in 
Vietnam. 




The crab-eating 
macaque monkey 
hunts shellfish in 
the mangrove 
swamps of 
South-East Asia. 



► SMELLY JUNGLE 
Mangrove swamps 
are watery jungles. 
They grow by the 
coast at the ends 
of tropical rivers. 





“This mangrove mud 
really sticks!" 

“And so does J*Ph 
the stink it makes!" 



The mangrove 
snake hunts at 
night. It's after i 
tasty frog, lizard ■ 
even a bird. 



In South America, 
the scarlet ibis 
makes its nest in 
the branches of 
mangrove trees. 



•< MONSTER 
The swamp crocodile is 
the biggest croc in the 
world. Adults can be 
almost twice the length 
of an estate car. 



One of the world’s biggest mangrove 
swamps is the Sundarbans in 
Bangladesh. Like mangrove swamps in 
other countries, it’s crowded with all 
kinds of animals, from mosquitoes, 
monkeys and deer, to boars, tigers and 
huge crocodiles. Birds roost in the 
trees, and young fish feast on floating 
slime. At the sea edge, crabs hide in 
burrows when the tide is in. When the 
tide goes out, they re-appear, and feed 
on the debris it has left behind. 

One of the strangest mangrove fish is 
the mudskipper. It uses its strong fins 
like legs to crawl on land. It carries 
water in its gills so that it can breathe. 

The main plants are the mangrove 
trees. They are able to grow in mud 
that contains hardly any oxygen. Many 
take oxygen straight from the air, using 
special roots that stick up through the 
mud. Arching roots help them to stay 
upright when the tide floods in. They 
also trap silt and sand which builds up 
round them, so the swamp gradually 
grows outwards, reclaiming new land. 

1 Brahminy kite 1 n f 

2 Tiger 

3 Greater flame-backed \\ \ 

woodpecker 

4 Spoonbill fjT'S-i- nk 

5 Fiddler crab Ni 'r % crr ^r\v\ 

6 Rhesus macaque Tg 7 ( j; 

7 Water monitor 1 ^ ' y/s p 

8 Chital \ 

9 Mudskipper j . — 



► neat nipa 

Feathery-looking 
nipa palms thrive 
in the sticky 
mangrove mud in 
South-East Asia. 



AGET A GRIP 
These arching 
mangrove roots 
help the tree to 
stand firm in 
the soft mud. 



_ Barracuda 

"fT hunt in 

_>/ shoals in 
_r ~ search of young 
fish. A shoal has 
enough tooth power 
to attack a human. 





4 together 
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2 together 



CLOUD BRIDGE 

The clouds have formed a bridge in the 
sky. Can you fill in the gaps using the 
2, 3 and 4 figured numbers show n? 



REEDY WORD CROSS 

Can you fill in this reed grid using the 
creatures listed below. Can you spot all 
the creatures in the scene, too? 
BIRD. DRAGONFLY, Tl'RTLK, DICK, 
WARTHOG. FLAMINGO. STORK, HIPPO, 
OXPECKER. 



PADDLING PUMBAA 



Several jungle creatures have come to the lake 
to cool off. Which of them don’t sw im? 
Deep in the weeds at the bottom of the lake 
are several things which don’t belong there. 
How 1 many can ^ou find? 
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FISHY PAIRS 

Each of the leaping fish has a pair. 
Can you match them up? 



SWIRLING WORDS 

Starting in the centre of 
the whirlpool can you 
out the words in the 
The last letter of 
each word begins the 
next one. Here are 
some clues to help you. 



1 Wavy lines on the surface of the 
water. 

2 You .get this w hen you throw a 
stone into water. 

3 Birds that stand very still in the 
water waiting for a fish. 

4 The opposite of float. 

5 A bird that dives into a 
stream to fish. 

6 Plant at the edge of a river 
or pool. 

7 Insect that flies over water. 




IiRRK.1 REMEMBERS 



The Flying Lion 



"If you had 

BEEN BORN LONG 
AGO, LION CUBS, 
YOU MIGHT HAVE 
HAD WINGS. Let 
ME TELL YOU 
HOW THE LION 
LOST HIS WINGS." 



ong, long ago Lion was not as 
he is now - because he could 
fly! His wings were just like a 
bat's, and they made him extremely 
dangerous. When he was looking for 
food, he would flap his wings hard, 
rise up in the air and soar above the 
plains. And when he saw a zebra or 
buck, he would swoop down and catch 
it in his claws. 




But when he ate, 
Lion did something 
rather odd. He was 
always very careful not to 
break the bones. After his 
meal, he left the bones in a 
pile guarded by two strange 
white birds. The other animals 
were puzzled by his behaviour, 
but they were too frightened of 
Lion to ask for an explanation. 



One day when Lion was away 
hunting, Frog came hopping by. 

“Hello," he greeted the two strange 
white birds. “Don't you get tired of 
watching those old bones all day? If 
you like, you can fly off for a while - 
I'll keep watch for you.” 

“Thank you," said the birds. “We 
could do with stretching our wings." 
And off they flew. 

As soon as they had gone, Frog 
looked at the bones. "I must find 
lout why Lion doesn't want the 
I | to be broken," he said 
to himself. Then he 
proceeded to break every 
bone in the heap. 
Nothing 

Jiappened. But when 
thg_bir ds go t back, 
;hey were furious. i7 Weare~ 
going to get our _ ri5Cks- — ■ — _ 
broken because of you," they 
iegan toxhase Frog, 
hopped-to the lake 
Tved into the water, leaving 
ly a few ripples behind him. 
leanttffie; While on h i s 
hunting trip, Lion had spotted some 
zebra. "This will make a good meal," 
he thought and flapped his wings, 
ready for take-off. However, his wings 
felt strangely weak. He tried to take 
off a few times, but he just could not 
get airborne. 

Then Lion knew that something 
had gone wrong at his home. He let 
out a long roar of anger and despair, 
and began to walk home. 







He arrived at his house footsore and 
weary, but no one was there. When he 
saw the broken bones, he called out in 
anger, "Who smashed these bones? 
Those foolish birds have not been 
doing their job. I’m going to find 
them and break their necks.” 

His anger gave him fresh energy to 
look for his so-called guards. He found 
them drinking by the lake. "What 
have you done?" he roared. “Why are 
all the bones broken?" 

It wasn't us," said the birds, 
quivering with fear. “It was Frog.” 
"It was your fault — you 
were guarding the bones, so 
I’m going to break your 
necks." With that, Lion 
tried to flap his wings 



again but, of course, they didn't work. 
When the birds saw this, they 
understood why they were supposed to 
guard the bones so carefully and 
cackled out loud. “You can't catch us,” 
they teased, as they rose into the air 
and flew away. 

Deprived of his victims, Lion 
decided to go after Frog. The little 
creature was sitting on the opposite 
side of the lake, watching what was 
going on. Lion ran round to where 
Frog was sitting. But just as he got 
near, Frog dived into the water and 
came up on the other side. Each time 
Lion tried to catch him, the same 
thing happened. Finally he gave up. 

Wearily, Lion returned home. There 
was nothing he could do. From that 
time on, he never flew again. He had 
to learn to hunt by stealth, to creep up 
on his prey without a sound and to 
pounce at the speed of light. And 
although he learnt his 
skills well, he was 
never as dangerous as 1 
when he could fly. 
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